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1 . Chapter 1 

* *DISCLAIMER : NCIS New Orleans and all the characters belong to their 
copyright holders and TPTB at CBS. I make no profit from them, I make 
no claims . * * 

**A/N: ****OK, I know that Percy isn't a beloved character, but this 
scene came to me after watching Tuesday's episode. It seemed to me 
what the writers were going for-but I could be wrong. ** 

**A/N: This has been edited for clarity.** 

In the eyes of Special Agent Sonja Percy, everything was right with 
her world when the NCIS team walked in the Second Line for Lt . 

Murray, the fallen Naval psychologist whose murder they had solved; 
that was, until her partner Christopher LaSalle joined them. Given 
his feelings about death and funerals; this presence jarred her 
reality. She had tried to talk him into coming, but was seriously 
taken aback when he had actually taken her advice. 

After the funeral, everyone ended up at CEA where they partook in 
beer and shots while listening to Pride jam with his house band. As 
Percy sat next to LaSalle, their legs touched and the more she tried 
not to think about it, she couldn't stop. They exchanged barbs back 
and forth in their usual fashion. While it seemed everything was as 
it had been, she found herself staring more than once into his 
smiling eyes, thinking some very unprofessional thoughts. 

When it was time to go, they all hugged. She and LaSalle embraced 
last. Was it her imagination or did they hold on longer than 



usual ? 


Later, Sonja walked into her dark apartment. Without turning on the 
light, she simultaneously put her keys on the counter while opening 
the fridge for her last beer. Covering her hand with the bottom of 
her jacket, she deftly opened the bottle with one twist. She took a 
long swig, went into her living room, and sat down hard on the 
couch . 

It had been an emotional few days. LaSalle narrowly escaped being 
shot due to a gun malfunction. That, and the subsequent arguments 
they had over his denial about the incident, forced Sonja to think 
about how she would feel if he had been killed. Her reaction scared 
her almost as much as his nonchalance. 

She put the beer on the coffee table, sunk her head in her hands, and 
began to sob. 

Sonja Percy had fallen in love with Christopher LaSalle. 

Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit. 


2 . Chapter 2 
Chapter 2 

After saying goodbye to the rest of the NCIS team that night, Chris 
LaSalle turned around to see his senior officer and surrogate father 
Dwayne Pride motion to him behind the bar with a steaming pot of 
coffee . 

"Why don't you join me Christopher?" He said, pouring two mugs. 

For about five minutes, the two men sat side-by-side on stools 
sipping in silence. 

Finally Pride broke the quiet. "So, do you want to talk about it?" He 
asked . 

LaSalle frowned. "About what?" 

"Well," the older man paused, raising his eyebrows. "It seems to me, 
you've been wrestling with some mighty heavy issues latelyaC 1 " he 
trailed off. 

"Such as?" He knew, but it made his head hurt. 

"Oh, life and death, good and evil, trust and distrust, " Pride 
suggested . 

Chris pursed his lips. It seemed all everyone wanted to do lately was 
talk about his feelings and, frankly, he was tired of it. But, he 
knew the man meant well, so he chose his words carefully. 

"You know King, I'm good. Between you and Percy - I'm all talked 
out . " 

"Fair enough," Pride replied. "I will say, I'm pleased to see your 
relationship with her progressing..." 



LaSalle suddenly felt his ears get hot. What the hell did Pride mean? 
What had he seen? 

"You meana€ 1 " he started. 

"Working together, having each other's backs. Sonja has come a long 
way. Hell, you both have," Pride said. 

"I guess you could say we've reached an understanding," LaSalle 
conceded . 

"She cares about you, son. We all do," Pride smiled as he drained his 
cup. "Just keep each other alive, OK? 

"You got it. King, " LaSalle said as he got up to leave and offered 
his hand. 

"Think you're getting away that easy?" Pride reached his arms out 
wide and the men gave each other a hybrid hug/pat on the back. 

Chris went out to his car. He turned back a minute to see Pride at 
the door waving, then go back inside the bar. LaSalle shook his head 
and smiled at his boss's paternal actions. He got in and started it 
up. As he swung around the block, he saw the lights go off and Pride 
emerge from the back where his blue Cadillac was parked. 

Even though it was past 2 a.m., LaSalle felt unsettled. He had less 
than his usual intake of alcohol, and the coffee intensified his 
alertness. It was a weeknight, and the streets were almost bare. He 
was in no hurry to go home as the NCIS agents were taking the morning 
off. Sure, there was paperwork, but that could wait until the 
afternoon; they were federal agents after all, being too efficient 
would only gum up the works . 

As he drove on auto-pilot, Chris found his thoughts returning to 
Percy. People interpreted their back and forth as bickering, but it 
really was their way of playing. He found it fun and mentally 
stimulating to keep up with the verbal sparring and suspected she 
felt the same. He felt a kinship, but never knew the intensity of her 
feelings. He had been taken aback seeing tears in her eyes when she 
urged him to discuss his violent encounter with Hansen. 

He thought about those eyes now. He always considered Sonya as what 
his mom would call a "tough cookie." He smiled. Maybe a better term 
would be a "broad, " a woman who could hold her own with any 
man . 

Yet, on this night, he could only think of her in terms of softness - 
soft eyes, soft hair, soft body. In the latter case, she was not soft 
in the sense of being fat, but in her soft, round curves. In his 
revelry, LaSalle found himself in a familiar neighborhood, in front 
of a familiar house, not his. 

It was her ' s . 

LaSalle what are you doing here? He scolded himself. This wasn't some 
cute dolly from Columbus who drank too many Hurricanes. This was 
Percy; this was Sonja. But, if his brush with death had taught him 
anything, it was to not put things off and he had done that for too 



long. He had to see her to sort out his feelings once and for 
all . 


And, he had to do it right now. 


3 . Chapter 3 

**A/N: Disclaimer: CBS and producers own NCISiNO, I just play with 
the characters for amusement. I have no claims and make no profit. 

-k k 

**A/N: OK- since I didn't expect this to go beyond a short drabble I 
originally gave it a "T" rating. But, now things are getting heated, 
an M is probably more appropriate. So be warned. This is probably 
tame to many of you, as I metaphorically "yada, yada, yada" through 
the particularly steamy parts, but I am a woman of a certain age and 
just typing out the word "nipple" makes me look around nervously 
hoping no one reads over my shoulder. ** 

As LaSalle approached the house, he saw that Percy's apartment was 
dark. He almost turned away, until a fleeting movement caught his 
eye . 

He sighed deeply. Time to piss or get off the pot, as his pepaw would 
say. He went to her door and knocked sharply. There was a loud crash 
in response, along with a barrage of obscenities. He chuckled first, 
but sobered up as he realized he would pay heavily for startling her 
in the middle of the night. 

After a few minutes, the outside light clicked on and he heard 
several dead bolts being unlocked. 

When she opened the door, he was almost afraid he had gone to the 
wrong place. Although he had only seen her less than a hour before, 
she looked different - faded. Her face was puffy, her eyes 
red . 

"WTF, LaSalle! What do you want?" 

No, it was definitely her. 

"Sorry Sonja, this was a mistake." He turned to go. 

She softened at his use of her first name. "No, Christopher, don't," 
she almost whispered, then regained her voice. "You just scared me. 
Come in . " 

He entered, detecting the scent of beer. The pile of wet paper towels 
on the floor confirmed what had been knocked over. 

She sat on the couch. He sat down too, leaving two cushions between 
them . 

"I'd offer you a beer, but that was my last one," she said. 

"No thanks, I think we've both had enough tonight," he said. 

"So, you came to lecture me about my alcohol consumption?" She gave 
him that "don't mess with me look." 



Shit, this was not going well. 


"No, I justa€ 1 " he stopped. Why had he come? Five minutes ago in the 
car, he had been so sure, but now that he was actually here alone 
with her, awkwardness filled the air. 

Maybe that was his answer. 

"I just wanted to thank you again for helping me," he said. "I know 
I've been kind of an assholea€l" 

"And, that's different from usual because?" She raised her 
eyebrows . 

LaSalle tilted his head. "Y'know, you have your moments 
tooa€ 1 " 

Sonja showed a crooked smile. "Just keepin' it real bro . " 

"That why you've been crying?" He touched her cheek gently. 

She closed her eyes. "Yep, too real." 

He leaned over and kissed her softly. For a moment, pure 
bliss . 

Sonja suddenly bolted straight up, "Why the hell d'ya do 
that ? " 

"Well, I, I, ah a€ 1 . " He stammered. 

She made a face, then flung herself on him and planted a big wet one 
on his lips. The force propelled him back, his head narrowly missing 
the couch armrest. 

"Whoa, city mouse - slow down, " he said. 

They kissed again. It was long, it was deep - there were tongues 
involved . 

They finally broke. 

"Try to keep up, country mouse, " she said. 

He flipped her over, now on top. "Challenge accepted." 

He began to kiss behind her ears. Sonja sighed. He caressed her 
gently, while making his way down her neck and shoulders. When he got 
to her blouse, she rolled her eyes and it went over her head in a 
second . 

He was pleased to see she had a front-opening bra with one small 
clasp. He went for it and she stopped him. 

"Unt-ah - you first, " she smiled. 

LaSalle grinned wider than Cheshire. "Never argue with a lady," he 
said, tearing off his shirt. 



She sighed again as she ran her hands gently over the fine hair and 
kissed his bruises. 

"Poor baby, " she cooed. 

He unclasped the bra and opened each side, like a present. As he 
imagined, she had round, firm breasts. "God bless America," he said 
as cupped them tentatively and began to suck softly. 

Sonja moaned as she clutched his back. He began to kiss his way back 
to her mouth. They went for each other as if addicted and getting a 
long-awaited fix. 

She gasped in his ear, "I - have a - very big - bed.." 

He got up, pulling her with him. She stood up on the couch and they 
began to kiss again. The friction of their bare chests charging the 
passion. He lifted her up and she straddled his waist with her legs, 
and flung her arms tight around his neck, still kissing him wildly. 

He held her beneath her butt and carried her to the bedroom. They 
fell on her bed. 

"Hold on, hold on," she gasped. "Gotta take care of business." She 
ran into the bathroom to grab her diaphragm and contracept ive gel 
from the medicine cabinet. In a fleeting moment of clarity, she 
checked the expiration date - it had been a long time since she used 
them . 

As she shut the cabinet door, she caught her reflection in the 
mirror. That Sonja was flushed and had some marks on her neck. 

What was she doing, what were they doing? She wanted to slap herself 
and say, "Snap out of it." But, it was beyond her capacity. "I need 
him," she told the mirror Sonja. 

She went back prepared, but determined to slow things down. 
"Christopher, maybe we should..." 

Then he reached up to her and she saw that he was naked and come 
prepared too. Well, at least she could skip the safe-sex lecture. He 
lapped at her breasts and the intoxication took over. Her remaining 
clothes evaporated and soon they were one in motion, sound, and 
spirit. They reached climax and melted breathless in a damp, spent 
heap . 

After their breathing slowed and the room stopped spinning, LaSalle 
cupped her chin in his hands and began, "Well, thata€ 1 " 

Percy put two fingers over his mouth, "No, no comments. No - 
lightning struck, I saw God, the earth moveda€ 1 " 

He glanced at her. "Because..." 

"Because, we'll only screw it up," she snuggled into him. 

He gathered her in his arms and held her close. For once, he couldn't 
argue . 


4 . Chapter 4 



Despite the earth shattering events the night before, there was no 
apocalypse. The next morning arrived with a sunny disposition and 
warm attitude. LaSalle awoke to sun in his face and kisses on his 
chest . 

"Up and at 'em country mouse," Percy said. "It's nearly 10 
o'clock-the chickens need to be feed." Then she giggled. 

Wha? Percy giggled? Nah, someone else must have come in her place. 
Curiosity made LaSalle open his eyes wide. 

"How about mama?" He said taking her in his arms and beginning his 
kisses . 

Percy shot up. "Whoa-hold it right there. Mama? That some inbred 
redneck thing?" 

"No, it's an endearment. Like I'm papa and you're mama," he said, and 
began to suck at her neck in the way that made her toes 
curl . 

"Ooohhhh, kkkaaayyy, " she sighed. 

So, they enjoyed each other once more. 

Afterwards, Percy grabbed some clothes and went into the bathroom. A 
few minutes later, he heard the shower go on. He was tempted to join 
her, but the door was locked. 

Ut-oh, bad sign. 

LaSalle got dressed quickly. He figured he had enough time to get 
home, shower, and change, then get to work around noon. It would not 
be good to show up wearing the same clothes or for them to come in at 
the same time. He didn't want any suspicion around him and Percy. 

They would have to be extremely discreet to continue their 
relationship. His top priorities were keeping Pride and Percy happy, 
but, obviously, not in the same ways. 

After about 10 minutes, Sonja emerged fully dressed. She stepped in 
front of her vanity and began to apply her makeup. 

"I thought you left." she said. 

Chris grabbed her from behind. "Trying to get rid of me?" 

She went slack in his arms. 

"This can't happen again," she said flatly. 

"If we are in the same room together, I guarantee it will," he 
said . 

She looked at him. "That's the point." He gave her a look and sat 
down on the bed. 

"Christopher, what we had here last night, this morning, it wasaC 1 ." 
She paused. 



" Indescribablea€ 1 " he suggested. 


"Yeah . Buta€ 1 " 

"Not the dreaded 'but'," he said. 

"We have to work together," she said. "And Pride would kill us!" 

He frowned, she was right. Pride would not be pleased to say the 
least. While not specifically banned, fraternization in such a small 
office was a disaster waiting to happen. 

"So this was just a one-time thing - no fuss, no muss, huh?" 

"Sucks to be on the other side of that argument, don't it?" she asked 
rhetorically. She sat down next to him. 

"Chris, I have strong feelings for you, " she said, putting her hand 
on his. "And, I think you have them for me." 

"I thought that was obvious," he said, caressing her arm. 

"So, we had a friendship that caught fire. There was sexual tension 
and - we released it," she said, biting her lip. 

"I think there's still some floating around," he said going in for 
the kiss. 

"No, it's gone," she said, standing up and letting go of him. 

"Is there some kind of parallel universe in that bathroom? Cause, I 
swear you go in one way and come out another, " he said. 

"I have to look myself in the mirror," she said turning away from 
him 

"Well, I know I like what I see," he said, reaching out for her. 

She sighed and turned around again. "Well, I don't. I see someone who 
is just going to ruin a good thing by getting involved with her 
partner." She bit her lip again. LaSalle knew she did that when she 
was lying or holding something back. 

He rubbed a finger gently on her mouth. "You say that, but your tell 
is showing . " 

"No, I'm good." She moved away from him, crossed her arms, and looked 
at him defiantly. 

From their countless disputes, LaSalle knew that once Percy made her 
mind up, he couldn't change it - at least not in the same 
conversation . 

"OK, I'm good too," he said, crossing his arms. 

"Good . " she said . 

"Good." He repeated. 

"Fine, " she said. 



"Good and fine," he said. That was too much. He threw his arms up in 
the air. "Well, if that's it. I'm going home." 

She had turned back to her mirror and began applying mascara. 

"See you later, " she said. 

LaSalle gave out a loud breath as he left the room. He hesitated at 
the front door. 

"So, I'm going now." He yelled and waited a few beats. Not hearing a 
response, he went out and slammed the door behind him. 

Percy put her head down. Shit, get it together girl. As she heard the 
door bang, she looked up and, as she suspected, long black lines 
tracked down her face. 

She grabbed a tissue and ran out. "Christopher, wait!" 

He was already in his car. As she began to go down the steps, he 
peeled away loudly from the curb. 

Percy stood on her porch and thought how only she could fuck up such 
a great thing in such a short period of time. 

**A/N: Don't worry kids... There's more to come.** 


5 . Chapter 5 

**A/N: Thanks for all the response! It's funny how some stories I 
agonize over get little reaction, but something I started as a short 
scene has become popular. Still all the scenes came fairly easily, so 
I guess this story was waiting to be discovered. I'm thinking this is 
the last chapter of this particular story, but hope to continue this 
saga as Sonja and Chris come out to Pride and 
company . * * 

* *Disclaimer : As usual, CBS owns these characters and NCISiNO. I make 
no claims and no profit. ** 

**Chapter Five** 

Chris couldn't remember the last time someone had made him so furious 
and frustrated. His brother Cade's behavior elicited similar 
emotions, but at least that could be explained by mental illness. 
Sonja' s actions totally stymied his sense of reason. 

In his fury, he nearly hit the tree in front of his house. He stormed 
in and shut the door so hard the glass shook. As he swung into the 
bedroom, he slammed his hand against the door jam. 

"Mother-fuckin', son of a bitch!" he yelled. This physical pain 
amplified his inner turmoil. 

He flopped down on his bed, staring at the ceiling. Her emotional 
flip messed up his mind and stomach. What was wrong with her? For the 
first time since Savannah was alive, he had made love to a woman, not 
just had sex. He couldn't stop thinking about last night - how she 



smelled, how she tasted, how she felt in his arms and on his lips. 

The way she responded told him that she was right there with him. Had 
he really been so wrong in reading her? 

To make it worse, deep down he knew he was just getting was he 
deserved. Despite what he friends thought, he was fully aware that he 
had been a player. This was the payback, karma's bitter pill. 

He looked at the clock. It was nearly 11:15. He really had to haul 
ass to get to work by noon. He stripped quickly and went into the 
bathroom. He looked in the mirror and thought of what Sonja had said 
about it. He saw a chump who had been well 
played . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Sonja became a woman of action. A few minutes after LaSalle left, she 
got her shit together in record time. Before she knew it, she was 
behind the wheel on a mission. She pushed away any negative thoughts 
to concentrate on getting to Christopher's in one piece ASAP. 

As usual, the traffic sucked. She had lived in New Orleans her whole 
life, and was used to the almost constant festival atmosphere with 
parades and tourists everywhere. Still, at this moment, she would 
gladly trade a year's worth of parades for an expressway. To add to 
her agony, the French Quarter was the worst. Silently cursing Chris 
for living there, she simultaneously recognized that given his 
personality, he couldn't live anywhere else - and she wouldn't want 
him any other way. 

Through some miracle there was a parking space near LaSalle's house. 
She took it as a good sign. But, almost immediately, her nerve began 
to waver. Would he even let her in? Could she handle his rejection? 
She frowned knowing she deserved anything but forgiveness. 

Wanting to avoid a huge scene on the busy street, she went around to 
the back and banged on the door. 

"Chris, Chris, it's Sonja. We need to talk." Duh, that was obvious. 
Fuck what the neighbors thought, she had to give it her all. 

"Chris, I'm so sorry. I was a total asshole. Please, let me in." 

Still getting no reaction, she paused and thought for a moment. With 
no hesitation, she picked up the third flower pot on the right. Sure 
enough, there was the key - good old predictable LaSalle. She knew 
the hiding place after accompanying him home more than a few times 
when he was too drunk to see. 

She grabbed the key and opened the door slowly. She soon heard the 
shower and decided that was why he didn't respond. 

After being in such a hurry to get there, she suddenly stopped with 
her hand on the bathroom knob. Taking a deep breath, she went 
in . 

"Who's there?" he said turning the water off. 

"It's me Chris," she said, not giving him time to reply. She knew if 
she didn't say what she wanted in one piece, she never would. "I 
don't blame you if you hate me, if you never want to see me again. 



But, you - you scare me. The way I feel about you scares me. Shit - I 
love you. I love you so much I don't know if I can handle it." 

The shower started up again. Crushed by the silence, Sonja began to 
turn away. Suddenly, she was dragged into the deluge by two wet arms 
that squeezed her so tightly, she almost couldn't breath. 

He moved away and began to shake her. "Is this real? Because if 
you're just jerking me around, I swear, Ia€l" he let her go and 
trailed off 

Oh my God, was he crying? Shower water streaming down her own face, 
Sonja grabbed his shoulders. 

"The minute I let you go, I knew I was wrong, " she kissed him. Sweet 
relief washed over her as he responded. 

When they broke, he studied her. "How can I be sure the evil Percy 
won't appear again?" 

"I, ah, covered up the hell hole in the bathroom. She won't bother us 
again, " she said. 

He put his hand under his chin and crunched up his face. "You're all 
wet," he said. "The real Sonja hates getting wet." 

She smiled. "It's all because of you, you big jerk." 

"You said you loved me," finally giving his trademark smirk. She 
rolled her eyes. 

He cupped her face. "Hey, I love you too Sonja. And, I'm 
terrified ! " 

They kissed again, clinging on for dear life and getting soaked for 
what seemed like an eternity. 

Finally she broke the silence. "We are going to be so late," she 
said . 

He laughed. "Not me, I have extra clothes." 

She shook her head. "Maybe, but I gotta do something while mine 
dry . " 


End 
f ile . 



